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TO  MY  FATHER 

He  stands  alone  and  singing  in  the  light 

Who  built  of  dreams  and  climbed  among  the  stars 

On  these  same  frail  constructions  of  his  soul. 

Perhaps  Life's  given  him  a  darkest  hour. 

Behind,  a  tear-strewn  grave, 

Ahead,  the  greater  silence  of  the  night; 

But  he  was  a  conceiver  and  his  flight 

Has  always  sought  the  other  side  of  hills. 

Ah,  deeper  than  the  breaking  waves  flung  wild, 

A  poet  ordinate,  a  searcher  right, 

He  stands  alone  with  laughter  like  a  child 

And  listens  to  the  singing  of  the  night. 
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LISTENING  TO  SILENCE 


[i] 


MORNING 

I  LAY  in  the  billowing  dawn 
And  saw  the  fingers  of  the  sun 
Bend  the  darkness  into  submission. 
I  felt  the  weary  tread  of  day 
The  giant  incubus, 
And  the  night  melted 
And  ran  in  streams  of  hurrying  light, 
And  what  had  been  reality 
Was  now  gone  with  wings  in  the  mist 
Leaving  me  disillusioned 
Till  our  night  was  all  one 
With  my  dreams. 


[3] 


WHERE  THE  MOON  LIVES 

THE  moon  is  pink  tissue  paper 
With  a  candle  in  back. 
It  lives  in  the  haze  of  evening, 

In  the  music  of  stars. 
Sometimes  the  trees  toss  in  their  sleep, 
And  sometimes  the  wind 
Sings  a  restless  song  in  the  branches 
Speaking  slow  whistly  words 
Till  dawn. 


t*] 


SNOW 

SOME  careless  infinite 
Overturned  the  skies 
And   the   great    silent   masquerader 
Swung  into  the  sleeping  world. 
Now  it  reclines  on  trees 
And  beneath  the  shadows   of   hills, 
A  shroud  upon  death's  branches 
And   a   hushing   voice   in   the    forest. 
I  searched  the  western  fields 
For  some  piece  of  star 
That  might  have  fallen  too 
In  the  confusion. 
But  my  hands  grew  cold 
And  my  lips  murmured  strangely. 

The  moon  spills  green  mist 
On  the  white  fields  tonight, 
And  tonight  I  am  lonely 
For  Russia! 


[*] 


OLD  BEAUTY 

I    SEE  Spain  in  the  deep  sky  of  the  ocean, 
I  hear  it  in  the  mellow  notes  of  bells 
That  quiver  in  the  amber  mood  of  day. 
It  lies  buried  in  the  lengths  of  sand 
And  in  red  mud  missions  built  to  educate  Indians- 
Adobe  rooms  where  they  were  told  about 
The  God  they  had  conversed  with. 

Spain  is  in  the  night  wind 

When  it  kisses  dreams  in  the  branches 

Of  an  old  pepper  tree. 

And  when  night  comes 

And  tinkles  an  old  guitar 

Es  muy  hermosa 

La  noche 

Bonita. 


[6] 


PHANTOM  MISTS 

I   DREAM  I'm  the  evening  mists 
That  are  drifting  out  of  the  seas, 
Like  a  phantom  tear  that  was  lost, 
Like  a  laugh  from  a  phantom  breeze. 
Oh  the  sun  is  a  dirty  gold 
That  was  left  by  some  buccaneer, 
And  I  mix  it  with  blood  and  dust 
Till  the  dim  gray  mists  unfold; 
And  all  that  is  left  is  mine, 
The    blood — the    dust — and    the    gold. 


[7] 


WILDERNESS 

SOME  one  cut  a  gash  in  a  dark  sky 
And  the  wound  glowed  and  glistened. 
It  was  silvery 
And  the  light  fell,  fell 
Into  a  stream-bed  where  it  flowed 
Blood  of  eternal  night  sky, 
Nectar  of  the  moon. 
I  crept  to  the  side  of  the  stream 
And  dashed  the  shining  waters  over  my  face 
And  swept  the  sky- juice  to  my  throat. 
Even  as  I  did  so  the  intoxicating  syrup 
Swung  the  pine  trees  before  me 
In  myriad  array; 
And  the  moss  from  the  ground 
Rose  and  asked  me  questions, 
And  a  falling  star 
Crashed  into  the  forest 
Like  the  path  of  a  great  fish 
Scattering  phosphorescent  light 
Through  the  dark  waters. 

[8] 


The  trout  ascend  one  end  of  a  cloud 

And  climb  higher  and  higher 

Till  the  mist  breaks  and  they  fall, 

Hundreds  of  glittering  sparkling  bodies, 

Vague  minute  sparks, 

Falling  with  a  swish-swish  of  the  wind. 

Wind  spun  in  the  glaciers  of  the  great  north, 

Wind  from  the  lakes  and  the  wilderness  of  the  bay  country 

Drops  a  word  or  two  from  the  Arctic 

And  spins  on,  pursuing  a  sky  dream. 

The  water  rushes  by, 

Cleaving  the  labyrinth  of  time, 

Carving  a  syllable  from  the  pine  trees, 

Polishing  pebbles  and  laughing  at  the  lock  hills. 

It  is  a  great  interpreter,  this  stream  of  water. 

Somehow  those  mountains 

Suggest  the  sea, 

The  deep  eternal  roar  of  the  ocean. 

Then  was  the  sky  wounded, 

Then  were  there  brilliant  gashes, 

And  the  silver  glow 

Mingled  and  churned  up  bold  sayings 

And  the  thunder  passed 

Leaving  the  still  water. 

[9] 


AGILITY 


EVERY  day  the  light  leaps  down 
And  back  again 
As  the  curtain  falls. 


[10] 


THE  LAST  STAR 

WHEN    the   last    star 
Fades  through  the  dawn 
And  when  the  silver  laughter  of  morning 
Spills  from  a  cloud, 
Then— 

I  hear  the  cymbal-clash  of  day 
And  turn  my  eyes 
To  the  great  dust  waves  of  Life 
Seeking  that  star. 


[»] 


INTERLUDE 

HOW  far  away  is  yesterday — 
A  birdnote  or  a  moonpool 
On  the  Floor? 

What  necromancy  here, 
Oh  Great  Conceiver? 

Tomorrow  is  a  subtle  thought, 
And  the  dreams   come  drifting  in 
Like  fog  from  the  sea  of  tears. 


[12] 


THE  SUNSET'S  PLAYTHING 

THERE'S  gold  in  these  hills. 
You  say  it — I  say  it — 
We  don't  want  it 
Throw  it  away. 
The  sunset  put  it  there 
The  sunset  watched  it 
Leave  it  alone. 
This  place  is  reserved 
And  we  must  leave. 
If  you  don't  believe  me 
Ask  that  mountain — 
He  is  used  to  such  questions. 


[13] 


WILD  PEACE 

OH  forest,  you  are  here. 
Silence  clouded, 
Smell  of  pine, 
Clear  and  cool  I  feel  you. 

Even  the  smoke  wonders. 

Sometimes   it   listens — 

Smoke  of  Alaskan  ships 

Smoke  of  carelessness. 

We  are  renegades  today 

Or  maybe  it's  tomorrow 

I  don't  know  .  .  . 

But  Christ  may  be  near  here. 


[14] 


COLORED  SAND 

FOR  a  long  time  we  stood  on  the  desert 
And  I  scooped  up  a  handful  of  colored  sand, 
But  the  wind  of  the  prairies 
Wrenched  it  from  me 
And  breathed  it  into  the  sunset. 
I  saw  an  Indian  the  same  color  as  the  hills 
And  he  vanished  in  the  dust 
In  the  path  of  my  colored  sand. 
Now  the  horsemen  of  old  Spain, 
Their  armor  pink  and  glowing, 
They  too  ride  a  wisp  of  fairy  light 
Away,  away  into  the  last  light. 
The  last  hope  of  a  dead  and  buried  time 
Erases  from  the  desert  paper, 
And  poising  brush 
Begins  anew  to  paint. 

Adventurers  become  prospectors. 
The  Colt  of  the  fifties 
Breaks  and  mends  a  law — 
Gives  to  each  that  it  calls  its  own. 
[15] 


And  a  gray  cloud 

And  a  blue  sky 

Mix  forming  crimson  stain. 

The  gray  has  turned  to  white 

And  I  place  my  cap  on  my  heart. 

The  light  is  going 

The  stars  seem  nearer  here — 

I  don't  know  why, 

But  I  will  learn. 

The  dust  is  a  night  robe  of  silk, 

Only  the  stars  shine  through. 

For  a  long  time  we  stood  on  the  desert 

And  the  glory  of  the  morning 

Wondered,  wondered  .  .  . 

It  has  done  so  for  years. 


[16] 


THE  WATCHER 

NIGHT  is  the  soul  of  a  recluse 
That  gazes  through  the  moon 
And  watches  me  and  the  world 
As  we  limp  down  the  universe 
Together. 


[17] 


IMMENSITY 

THERE  in  the  darkness, 
In  the   silence   of  the  virgin   moon 
When   the   trees   rig   hopeless   sails 
Against  eternity, 
Words,  each  burdened  by  a  sob, 
Float  on  the  stirring  breeze, 
Each  quivering  like  a  young  bird 
Cast  from  the  nest. 
It  is  the  soul's  voice  that  speaks 
And  bids  me  listen. 
Perhaps  the  ecstasy  of  a  violin 
Or  some  sadness  of  the  winds 
Has  caused  me  to  hear  these  sounds, 
And  I  am  blind  but  still  crying 
And  my  hand  clings  to  light 
But  it  is  gone. 
This  fog  from  the  ocean 
Of  lost  dreams  is  in  my  eyes, 
And  my  soul  is  incarnated 
In  the  mystery  and  the  vastness 
Of  the  hour. 

[18] 


But  the  words  continue, 
Loosen  themselves  as  the  autumn  leaves 
And  drop  one  by  one 
Into  my  heart 

'Till  it  cries  there  in  the  darkness. 
The  new  moon  spins  a  silver  thread 
To  strangle  me, 
And  the  voice 
And  the  words 

Rumble  like  the  waves  beating 
Against  time. 

And  the  blood  of  my  heart 
And  the  cries  of  my  soul 
Swing  the  morning  upon  me. 


[19] 


SILVER  LAUGHTER 

1SAW  the  water  glow 
When  the  sun  watched  it, 
And  I  felt  its  nearness 
When  a  lonely  moon-note 
Drifted  under  the  dark  trees. 
This  water  feeds  the  ocean  of  eternity, 
And  the  God  of  Love 
Drinks  it  in  a  silver  cup. 
Sometimes   I  creep  near 
And  bathe  my  lute, 
Then  as  I  blow 
It  gurgles  like  the  birds, 
And  the  snow  white  dove 
That  lives  in  yonder  tree 
Gently  caresses  my  shoulder. 
But  strangest  of  all, 
When  I  put  a  moonbeam  in  it 
And  blow  silver  notes 
The  Dryads  of  the  woods 
Dance  about  me  in  circles, 
But  I  cannot  touch  them 
[20] 


For  their  distant  laughter 
Murmurs  in  my  ears 
And  their  hands 
Reach  into  the  stars. 


[21] 


TO  GRACE 

WHY  is  it  that  my  tears 
Cry   your   name   as   they   dash 
From  my  eyes, 

And  that  I  toss  my  life  away 
Into   the   darkness? 

For   even   darkness   vibrates 
With  memories, 
And    life    creeps    back    again 
With  the  Dawn  on  its  shoulders. 


[22] 


REVELATION 

WHEN    the   mists   fell   from   the    sky 
And  the  stars 
Whispered  lovewords  in  the  warm  clouds, 
I  saw  you  had  smiled. 


[23] 


I  AM  THE  EAST 

"O  EADS  of  amber 
-*-^      Holding  struggling  sparks 
In  their  depths. 
The  exotic  soul  of  the  lyre 
Hums   in  the   sunlight. 
From  my  couch  I  look  upon  the  world, 
While  my  servants  press  grapes 
Into  a  cup, 
Into  a  silver  cup 
And  gently  sing  while  they  work. 
There  are  dancers  with  veils 
And  floating  hair, 
Dancers  with  soft  skins 
And  laughing  pale  faces. 
The  servants  press  wine 
Into  a  silver  cup 
And  I  look  out  on  the  world. 
The  wind  possesses  olive  trees 
Drab  and  noisy. 

The  wind  possesses  the  sails  of  a  ship 
Sweeping  into  the  Orient. 
[24] 


The  moon  possesses  gold  sand 

And  silver  palm  leaves, 

And  the  oxen  groan 

As  they  pass  into  the  east 

With  great  purple  yokes 

And  collars  of  jewels. 

And  I  possess  a  broken  love 

To  mix  with  the  wine 

And  to  toast  the  Gods 

On  the  altars  of  my  fathers. 

Great  slaves 

With  brown  backs  and  faces 

And  silver  bands 

Suppressing  their  muscles 

Drag  a  white  stone 

Over  the  sand 

And  place  it 

Amidst  the  night  stars. 

Lonely  men 
With  covered  faces 
And  long  fingers 
Chant  in  the  hills, 
And  their  fires 
Poison  the  winds. 

[25] 


Now  in  the  garden 

Of   sensuous   lost  desires 

I  see  the  silver  glow 

On  orange  trees 

And  the  white  skins 

Of  the  charmers, 

But  I  lose  that 

For  it  is  no  good  to  me. 

Minarets  and  domes 
Shadows  and  sighs — 
I  am  the  East. 
I  am  the  song  of  camel  bells 
And  the  voice  of  palms. 
I  am  in  the  sails  of  ships 
Slinking  down  the  Nile, 
And  I  am  in  the  ruins 
Hidden  by  sands 
Shifting  restless  sands; 
And  I  possess  white  skulls 
And  pink  Buddhas  of  jade 
And  I  possess  ivory 
And  carved  bits  of  stone 
For  I  am  the  East. 
Life  and  death 
Are  my  tired  song. 

[26] 


And  the  Brahmans  object 

And  the  Hindus  call 

And  great  ships 

Cut  up  the  oceans 

And  the  world  goes  on. 

I,  I,  sweeter  than  love's  false  conception 

Offer   pains    in  the   gardens   of   pleasure. 

Out  of  the  east 

Life  and  death 

Dance  to  my  tired  song. 

A  green  bird 
And  a  big  snake 
Watched  a  black  pool; 
And  the  bird  is  dead 
And  the  snake  is  dead 
But  the  pool 
Is  the  rhythm 
Of  both. 


[27] 


TRIBUNALS 

WHO    is    this    great    Man 
With   the   dice   box 
Full  of  souls 

Who  with  the  turn  of  a  hand 
Throws   my   fortune? 

If  it  is  the  rule  of  the  universe 

And  the  Law  of  God 

That  one  body  attracts  another, 

I  go  to  seek  the  land 

Where  love  is  not  controlled 

By  bearded  tribunals. 


[28] 


NIGHT  OF  TEARS 

IF  I  should  send  a  prayer 
To  earth  or  sky 
And  cast  a  song  into  the  face  of  sorrow, 
Nothing  remains  safe  that  you  and  I 
May  walk  and  love  and  watch  tomorrow. 

And  if  my  voice 

Should  tire  of  the  earth 

And  if  my  heart  no  charity  could  know, 

What  hope  for  buds  of  poetry  or  of  mirth? 

Laughter  and  song  their  same  old  path  would  go. 

Yet  am  I  neither  older  nor  am  young, 
My  life  was  never  numbered  in  dull  years. 
Perhaps  the  kindling  glow  of  ancient  sun 
Has  dried  the  dust  of  centuries  and  won 
The  deep  gray  night  of  tears. 

Away  then  laughter. 
Question  me  no  more. 
If  I  am  gay  or  yet  am  filled  with  light, 
My  voice  is  singing  far  beyond  the  door 
Of  any  birth  year  or  forgotten  night. 
[29] 


NOCTURNE 

THE  night  wept  over  me 
And  her  sadness  stood 
Amidst  the  ashes  of  time. 
And  when  I  drank  your  throat 
I    asked   the   falling    solitudes 
To  make  me 
More  obscure. 


[30] 


COSMIC  MIRTH 

AS  I  awaited  the  morning 
Some  lonely  thought  crept  near 
And  laid  a  finger  on  my  lips. 

If  I  shook  the  thunder  from  the  clouds 
And  dallied  with  the  virgin  moon, 
The  stars  would  fall  from  the  sky 
And  rock  the  world 
With  their  laughter. 


[31] 


ROSELEAVES  OF  DAWN 

WHEN  evenings  blend  with  memories 
Like  music  half  forgotten, 
Like  echoes  almost  lost, 
And  I  watch  my  dreams 
Float   far    away, 
I  will  not  yet  be  soothed 
By  the  old  gray  leech  in  time. 
Nor  will  the  fingers  of  sweet  sleep 
For  your  lip-prints  turn 
The  roseleaves  of  dawn  from  my  eyes, 
Or  your  voice  persist 
Even  when  life  smiles  down 
Into  the  darkness. 


[32] 


EARTHBOUND 

I  WAS   a   spirit 
And  I  fled  from  the  voice  of  life. 
Yet  earthbound 

And  banded  by  the  fingers  of  thunder 
I  crept  through  the  streets 
Of  great  cities — seeing  people 
Who  had  forgotten  the  good  God, 
And  seeing  people  who  spoke 
Strangely  to  their  own  minds 
Saying:  "Away  with  you, 
Begone  mystic  thoughts." 

And  I  who  was  a  spirit  watched 
And  saw  that  their  hands 
Were  soiled  with  copper 
And  their  eyes  were  closed, 
So  that  they  built  up  ideas 
In  the  darkness. 


[33] 


MY  PRISONER 

1     CHAINED    love   to   the   stars 
But  the  cries 
Fell  through  the  night 
Till  I  was  awakened, 
And  even  the  sleepy  dawn 
Protested. 


[3*] 


MOON-THUNDER 

1  STOOD   with   lonely   night, 
And  I  felt  the  silence  in  my  eyes 
And  the  darkness  closed  over  my  heart. 
Then  out  of  the  vague  mist 
Came  some  memory  clad  in  nothingness, 
And  I  saw  silver  eyes  in  the  darkness 
And  the  moon  thundered  with  the  sea. 
But  night  stole  back  again 
And  the  vision  passed. 


[35] 


ALOOFNESS 

T*HE  night  was  dark 
And  the  sea  and  foam  were  part  of  the  night. 
I  stood  on  an  empty  beach 
And  the  sea  crept  over  my  legs 
And  I  was  filled  with  the  rhythm  of  the  moon. 

The  night  claimed  me 

And  sent  her  messengers  with 

Wave  songs  and  phosphorescent  beards; 

And  yet  I  was  unattainable 

For  the  world  still  sobbed  overhead 

And  somehow 

I  could  find  no  voice  to  answer. 


[36] 


OFFERINGS 

AEOLUS  plays  sad  music  for  me 
And  Hypnos  offers  his  platter  of  dreams. 
Why  is  it  that  they  do  these  things; 
And  at  whose  bidding  are  they  come? 


[87] 


SILK  DUST 

LEAN  me  into  the  silence 
And  blow  me  the  billows  of  night 
Like  the  yawns   of  the   sleepy  beast 
Or  one  darkness  answering  another. 
Hold  me  long   with   my   fingers 
Entwined  with  sleep, 
So  that  the  evening  may   enter 
My  dreams 
And  one  may  absorb  the  other. 

The  wind  ropes  of  the  sky 

Are  in  my  hands, 

And  the  song  of  the  clouds 

Is  my  song. 

The  breeze  of  the  lost  years 

Has  ascended  to  mist  and  stars 

And  is  sped  in  silk  dust 

In  the  three  voices 

Of  our  evening's  adventure. 


[38] 


UNDER  THE  TWILIGHT 

THE  trees  played  silence, 
The  water  was  a  mystic  future  of  reflection, 
A  little  night  spilled  over  a  cloud 
And  hesitated  in  the  foliage  .  .  . 
Two  wax  swans  crept  under  the  twilight 
And  a  birdsong  hung  like  a  thought 

Almost  forgotten. 


[39] 


HUSKS 

1LAY  in  the  husks  of  my  dreams 
And  listened  to  vain  words  drifting  back  again. 
And  my  soul  was  a  lost  star 
Wandering  in  storm  clouds. 
And  the  dreams  were  piled  so  high 
That  little  light  came  through. 


[40] 


GRAY  CENTAUR 

I   CLIMB  into  the  pink  air, 
Into  the   soft   vibrating   sky 
Over  the  sleeping  world. 
And  in  my  hand  is  a  broken  reed 
And  in  my  hair  is  a  carved 
Bit  of  dream  out  of  the  day 
And  the  gray  gloves  of  dawn 
Out  of  the  robes  of  morning. 
I  climb  into  the  pink  air 
And  look  down  through  the  rainbow 
At  a  thousand  yesterdays 
Rising  and  falling  like  the  flames 
Of  a  great  fire, 
And  I  climb  on  .  .  . 
Sometimes  my  fingers  can  grip  a  star 
And  I  drag  my  body  up  higher 
'Till  the  purple  smoke 
Is  in  my  eyes 
And  the  ocean  thunders 
In  my  throat. 
Sometimes  I  slip 

[41] 


And  planets  whirl  about  my  face, 
And  I  feel  the  cold  winds 
As  they  rush  by 
And  the  breath  in  the  clouds 
Stirs  them  like  the  depth  of  pine  forests 
And  I  recognize  the  bosom  of  night. 
But  still  I  go  on 
And  the  soft  voice  of  my  love 
Carries  me  farther  into  God, 
And  the  purple  is  black 
And  the  black  is  heavy 
And  slips  between  my  fingers, 
But  you  smile 
And  I  search  for  your  lips 
And   I  cannot  find  them. 
Fall,  oh  my  tears, 
Fall  through  the  purple, 
Through  the  quivering  pink, 
For,  lover,  you  are  gone 
And   I   am  losing  my  grasp 
And  the  black  whirls  about  me 
As  I  splash  through  the  stars 
And  the  pink  sprays  about  my  head 
As  I  drop  into  the  gray, 
As  I  sink  back  into  the  nothingness 
From  which  I  sprung. 
[42] 


PERIPATETICS 

NICHOLAS 
Was  given  to  long  walks  with  the  monks. 
Even  when  the  break  of  day 
Pursued  the  devil's  shadow  from  the  wall; 
Even  when  the  sobbing  clocks 
Spoke  in  voices — soft — persuasive  .   .   . 
Then  like  tender  pigeons  on  the  flagstone 
Passed  the  hours 
In  doubtful  conversation. 

Nicholas 

Was  given  to  long  walks  with  the  monks. 
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LISTENING  TO  SILENCE 

THE  moon  flows  down  the  hill 
Through  the  banks  of  flowers 
And  the  soft  evening  vibrates 
Like  distant  music. 
I   stood  on  a   hilltop 

And  listened  to  silence  in  the  leaves  of  a  tree 
While  the  lights  of  the  city 
Were  as  distant  as  yesterday. 
And  I  felt  the  breath  of  night 
Stealing  from  the  garden 
And  the  fragrance  stole  into 
My  heart 
As  I  descended. 


[**] 


NO  MOON 

THESE  are  the  retinue  of  night- 
These  truculent  monsters 
Galloping  over  dim   clouds 
Stumbling  over  the  stars 
And  whistling  profanity 
In  the  night  winds 
In  the  cool  blasts 
Of  darkness. 

Their  song  is  hate 

Their  eyes  are  green  fire 

Their  hair  gets  tangled  in  planets. 

Onward  through  eternity 

Onward  towards  nowhere 

In  the  haze  and  shadow 

In  the  endless  depth, 

Till  the  great  fossil  dawn 

Wins  another  old  time  argument. 
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HOURS 

THE  hours 
Slowly  pass, 
Slowly  pass. 

Each  frowns  upon  tomorrow 
Like  tears  or  distant  sobs. 
With  forlorn  tread 
And  hopeless  voice 
They  pass,  the  hours. 

If  I  cleave  the  dust  clouds 

Screams  will  jump  into  my  brain; 

And  the  rainbow  laughs, 

Laughs  till  the  colors  quiver  and  blur, 

Laughs  till  it  becomes  soggy 

And  limps  in  the  sky. 

Then  like  the  discord  of  eternity 

Like  the  heartbeat  of  God, 

Stealing  in  melancholy  robes  of  gray 

Lonely  and  obscure  in  robes  of  gray 

Slowly  pass, 

Slowly  pass 

The  hours. 
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A  SONG 

I  DOVE  into  the  night  and  came  up  under  a  dream, 
And  when  I  opened  my  eyes 
The  flowers  of  morning  were  blooming 
In  the  meadows  of  tomorrow, 
And  the  laughing  sky  depths 
And  singing  light  air 
Gave  me  a  song  for  my  thoughts 
And  a  rose  for  the  depths 
Of  my  soul. 
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MY  VISITORS 

IF  spirit  form  from  spirit  sea 
Should  take  a  mind  to  visit  me, 
And  hidden  voice  from  hidden  night 
And  shadow  words  from  shadow  tree, 
Perhaps  the  silver  beacon  light 
Whose  gleams  reach  far  eternity 
Might  climb  the  cobwebs  of  delight, 
And   when   the   morning   beckons — flee. 
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AFTER  PARTING 

WHEN  music  word 
From  music  voice 
Has  spoken  to  a  moonless  sky, 
And  sadness  of  a  parting  stirred 
The    depths    of    memory's    treasured    store, 
You  wonder  then  if  I  shall  laugh 
Because  you  think  I  might  forget 
Those  hours  gone  before. 
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SECRETS 

THE  moon  spoke  to  me 
With  silver  words 
That  sifted  the  roses  of  night; 
And  the  music   spoke 
With  the  tones  and  the  sighs 
Of  the  wind 
Searching  a  lost  lover; 
And  my  soul  spoke 
'Till  I  trembled 
And  the  stars  were 
A  dancer's  hazy  scarf. 

I  knew  this  to  be  your  voice 
And  I  silently  gave  answer. 
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MY  LOVE  FLIES  LIKE  A  BIRD 

MY  love  flies  like  a  bird 
With  silver  wings; 
And  like  a  bird  my  heart 
Hangs  now  o'er  gardens  of  despair, 
And  now  it  beats  aloud — with  joyous  rings. 

And  in  the  evening  when  the  night  wind  sings, 
Conveying  whispers  of  a  distant  love, 
I  search  the  night  and  greet  the  morning  fair; 
And  my  song — a  violent  heartbeat — rides  above 
And  vibrates  with  the  air. 
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UNFULFILLMENT 

1  WOOED  thy  cup  of  silence, 
Pursuing  dreams  to  their  sources. 
I  stenciled  thy  song 

Where  the  earthwinds  may  not  reach  it; 
And  yet  in  this  moment 
I  can  neither  completely  have  you 
Nor  lose  you. 
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A  PRAYER 

FORGIVE   me,   O   God, 
For  I  have  felt  happiness, 
And  my  soul  with  crippled  wings 
Flutters  over  the  sea  of  despair, 
And  my  heart  cries  out 
And  life  takes  away  even  my  dreams. 
Forgive  me,  O  God, 
If  this  is  despair, 

If  this  is  the  purple  night  of  sadness. 
Stand  away  when  I  have  learned 
My  lesson, 

For  then  shall  the  lurking  forms 
Smile  through  their  cloaks 
And  the  blood  of  my  dying  soul 
Be  shaken  from  their  daggers. 
And  I  shall  pass  from  the  tortured  death 
And  one  faint  note  of  music 
May  lurk  in  the  sunset 
And  one  faint  hand  of  amber  dreams 
May  stretch  to  heaven  and  disappear. 
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And  I  shall  know  better 

Thy  word,  Oh  God, 

And  the  endless  valleys  shall 

Echo  my  cries — 

Forgive  me. 
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ECSTASY 

LONELY  song  of  sadness, 
Cleaving  the  stars  like  an  unfinished  dream, 
Vibrating  in  the  pine  trees 
And  searching  for  a  moon, 
Your  glow  falls  into  my  eyes 
And  the  sweet  face 
Laughs  gently, 
And  someone  smears  a  cloud 
Over  my  face 
And  the  music  stops 
And  I  clap  softly 
With  the  tears  falling  upon  my  hands. 
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SONG  OF  DARKNESS 

HE  trees  drank  from  the  pond 

And  two  swans  hung  like  pale  roseleaves 

In  the  dreamlight. 

Nor  yet  pierced  the  moon 

Into  the  glow  that  was  no  longer  day, 

Into  the  darkness  that  was  not  yet  night. 

And  the  blossoms  from  the  trees 

Lay  upon  the  grass 

And  slept  with  a  deep  breathing. 

And  the  song  of  the  darkness  was  our  song 
And  night  kissed  the  trees  and  the  silent  pond 
And  night  kissed  the  swans  and  embraced  my  soul 
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REWARD 

AS  I  watched  I  saw  death. 
But  strangely 
It  was  no  skull  enrobed  in  black, 
No  sordid  figure  of  the  grave, 
But  beautiful  in  light, 
A  glowing  door  of  hope. 
And  stretching  forth  my  hand 
To  glorious  death 
I  staggered, 

But   the   darkness   came    again 
And  I  was  lost  in  worldliness. 
I  was  alone  and  the  vision  had  passed, 
Yet  greater  than  the  cymbal  clash  of  Dawn 
I  heard  these  words: 
"This   shining  death   may   even  yet 
Be  yours." 
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